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Cui primum digitum dare appetenti Et acris solet incitare morsus, Cum desiderio meo nitenti Carum nescio quid libet iocari. Credo ut, cum gravis acquiescet ardor, Tecum ludere sicut ipsa possem Et tristis animi levare curas !
Sparrow, pet of my lady-love, with you she will play; she will hold you in her bosom and give you her finger-tips to peck at, and tease to quicken your sharp bite, when my shining heart's desire is in the humour for some darling jest. Doubtless, when the fever of passion dies away she seeks to find some little solace 1 for her pain. Oh, if I could only play with you as she does, and so relieve the gloomy sorrow of my soul!
And then the tear-moving sequel in the minor :
Lugete, o Veneres Cupidinesque, Et quantum est hominum venustiorum. Passer mortuus est meae puellae, Passer, deliciae meae puellae, Quern plus ilia ocul'is suis amabat; Nam mellitus erat suamque norat Ipsam tarn bene qnam puella matrem, Nee sese a gremio illius movebat, Sed circumsiliens modo hue modo illuc Ad solam dominam usque pipillabat. Qui nunc it per iter tenebricosum Illuc, unde negant redire quemquam. At vobis male sit, malae tenebrae Orci, quae omnia bella devoratis : Tarn bellum mihi passerem abstulistis. Vae factum male !    Vae miselle passer ! Tua nunc opera meae puellae Flendo turgiduli rubent ocelli.
Mourn, all ye Goddesses of Love, and all ye Cupids mourn: mourn, all ye sons of men that know what love is. My lady's sparrow is dead, dead; her sparrow, my lady's pet, whom she loved more than her own eyes, for he was honey-sweet, and knew his own mistress as well as any girl her mother ; nor would he stir from his lady's bosom, but hopping about, now here, now there, he piped his little treble to her and her alone. But now he goes along the darksome road, to that place whence they say no one returns. Ah, my curse upon you ! Cursed shades of Orcus, that devour all things beautiful 1 So beautiful a sparrow have ye taken from me ! Alas for the ill deed done ! Alas,
1 Solacioluni) "poor dear, some solace" ; turgiduli . . . ocelli (see below), "her poor dear swollen eyes."